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in the world, which was always based on the refine- 
ment, elegance, moral distinction and beauty of 
form in all its art creations, has been so great that 
if the great war scourges out of existence this 
modernistic movement, with all its ugliness, shams, 
charlatanism, and general degeneracy, not only in 
France but in Germany — -whose modernists had 
fallen even lower than those of France — this war 
will not have been fought entirely in vain. 

We repeat — poor Manet! He wanted so much 
to be remembered ! His egotism pushed him hard. 
And there is no nobler ambition. For did not 
Carlyle say: "The deepest hunger in the human 
soul is for human recognition"? But early in life 
the character of his egotism soured into egomania, 
and this completely blinded him to the abysmal 
difference between Notoriety and Fame, between 
making a fuss and serving mankind. He seems 
to have made throughout his life a slogan out of 
Napoleon's fling: "If you wish to be remembered, 
you must make a noise, and the greater the noise 
you make the longer you will be remembered!" 

But being remembered involves fatally either 
being loved and cherished or being hated and 
despised or being ignored and forgotten by man- 
kind. Instead of using his talent like a serene 
Hyperion — to win the love of France and the 
world — Manet like an enraged Satyr opposed and 
fought nearly every one and everything which his 
contemporaries and his master held dear. Instead 
of showing he had a great soul he was more bent 
on showing he had a "smart" intellect. Instead of 
becoming a proud man, he remained a vain little 
misfit. He slashed about like Don Quixote and 



attacked the Academy and the sacred traditions of 
his own people, not only in art but in morals, under 
the plea, not of making great, exalting works of art, 
noble in conception, composition and spirit, but 
with the intention of imposing on France not a 
better but only a "different" kind of technique or 
surface painting, utterly inferior to that which had 
been done by Van Eyck the originator or renewer 
of oil painting five hundred years before, and 
inferior to that of many others since. He attempted 
to enforce this puerile, second-class technique by 
slapping the whole world in the face, by deliberately 
painting pictures that would so shock the moral 
sense of mankind that he would be noticed per- 
force. But he failed. He sensed his error himself, 
but it came too late. And no doubt the worm of 
regret gnawed at his heart and shortened his life. 
Now he serves but to point a moral and adorn a 
tale. 

The noise he and his cronies made over his, not 
bad but merely clever technique, as if — tempera, 
mores! — that was suflicient to make him remem- 
bered, this noise kept him in the limelight for a 
decade or two; and then common-sense triumphing 
over the bewilderment created by his previous 
Barnum-brass-band booming, he gradually began 
to loose prestige even among his boomers, even as 
a mere "surface painter." And soon, alas! the 
doors of oblivion will close behind him. There- 
fore he is one of those who were in the mind of 
our great poet Emerson when he said: "The true 
artist has the planet for his pedestal; the adven- 
turer, after years of strife, has nothing broader 
than his own shoes!" 



THE SOUL IS ARTIST 



The soul is artist and the mind obeys: 

All lofty thought, all longing infinite 

Spring from the realm where in a clearer light 

Some Master Craftsman makes through all our days 



Creations fair, new glories for our ways. 

The joy in Beauty born of dawn or night. 

The throbbing song, romance, the swallow's flight. 

Statues that speak — each God himself betrays. 



Back of the self the Master Self gives power; 
Back of the seen the Unseen brings forth truth; 
He who works greatly finds his perfect hour 



In some soul impulse from Eternal Youth. 
If still your heart unsatisfied does rest. 
Beauty yet waits to make your soul a guest. 



Owen R. Washburn 



